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Ghazel.  [197]

Lo thy mole hath thrown my foitune all a-tangle like thy hair;
Ne'er a day, O free from dolour, wilt thou ask me, cHow dost fare?1

Heart, yon cypress-figure's shade is past away from o'er thy head;
Weep, for now thy blithesome fortune changeth into drear despair.

Never would I let the spirit's tablet deck the body's wall,

Were it not, O dearest one, that Love had drawn thine image there. '

Though thou dost not draw the glaive of wrath to work my death forthiight,
Yet forsooth some day 'twill slay me, this despite thou mak'st me bear.

Yearning for that mole so musky and that ruddy cheek o' thine
Whelms the pupils of mine eyen mid the liver's gore for e'er.

0  thou bird, my heart, I rede thee, keep thee from Love's snare away,
Ere the stone of slight have broken these thy plumes and pinions fair.

Like thy shadow, hath Fuziili lain for long before thy feet,

In  the  hope that thou may'st one day tread him prone before thee there.

Ghazel. [198]

Goddess, when I sight thy figure wonder makes me dumb to be;
He who sees my plight and fashion for a figure holdeth me. 2

Naught of love to me thou showest, naught of ruth, till now at length
Passion for thy locks doth tread me like the shadow on the lea.

Weak my star, my fortune adverse, yet withal thy gracious mien
Ever fills my soul with yearning] fond for union with thee.

Thou a princess; I, a beggar, may not woo thee: what can I?
Yearning dazeth me with fancies vain I ne'er can hope to see.

Shoot not forth thy glance's dart, it smites my vitals, spills my blood;
Cast not loose thy knotted tresses, for they work my tormentry.

1  I would never consent to live on but for the picture of thee which Love
has drawn in my mind.

2  That is, for a lifeless form.